


Then takinghim from thence that is not there, 

You breake no priuiledge nor charter there: 

Oft hauc I heard of fan&uaric men. 

But fanftuarie children neuer til! now. 

Car. My Lo: youfhall ouerrulemy minde for once; 
Come on L: Haftings,willyougo with me? 
i/4/?. I go my Lord. 

Priti. GoodLords make all the fpeedy haft you may ; 
Say Y nckle Gloftcr,if our brother come, 

Where ftiall vvefoioume till our Coronation/ 

Glo. Where it feemes belt vnto your royall felfc; ' 

If I may cbuncell>you,(bme day pr two, 

Your highneBc fhall repofe you at the tower: 

Then where youploafc, and fha’be thought moft fit, 
For your beft health and recreation. . 

Priti. I do not like the tower ofany place : 

Did Iulius Gafar build that place my Lord/ 

Bhc. He ciid,my gracious Lrbegin that place. 
Which fince fucceeding ages haue reedtfied. 

Prm. Is it vpon record jorelfe repotted 
Succeftiucly from age to age he built it? 

Buc. Vpon record my gratious Lo: 

Prm, :Butfaymy Lo: itwerenotregiftred, 

Me thinkes the truth iiiould liue from age to age, . 

As tw/re retailde to all pofterity, > 

Euen tothp genctall ending day. 
i. Glo. So wife,foyonng,they fay, do neuer liue long. 

* u Prm. What fay you Vrickle/ „ f 

Glo. I fay without charaftei sfameliues Iongt 
Thus like the formall vice lniquitte , 

I morallize two mea ning j in one word. • 

Pri, That Iulius Gaefarwasufamous man, 

With what his valour did enrich his wit, 

His wit fet do.wne to roa ke his valure liue: 

Death makes noxonqueft of his conquerour. 

For now he liues in fame, though not in life: 

He tell you what ray Coufen Buckingham. 

But \ What my gratious-Lord? 
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pri*. And if I liue vntill I bea man, : 
t ] vv in our auneient right in France Jgaine, . »».>* 

OtdieafouldicrasI liude a King. _ a 

G!o Short fummers lightly haue afo wardfpring. IMlfc'- 

Eater young TorfyiHafiwgs iCtrdtnall, i! .i-t 

Buc. Now in good time here comes the Duke ofYorktf.' 
p r i. Rich, of Yorke,hdw feres our louing brother? .jqsli 
for. Well my dread Lo: fo muft Icall you now. /ju?. 
pri, I brother (o our griefe as itis yours: 

Too late he died that might ftaue.kcpt that title. 

Which by his death hath loft much maiefty. 

Glo. How fares our CoufennobleL. ofYorke? : :ti /!. 
Tor. I thankeypti gentle Vnckle. O my Lo,:IV/ .**»'£• 
You faid that Idle weeds are faft ingrowth: i tv 'A .wft 

The Prince my brother hath outgrown me farre. i / 
Glo. He hath my Lot.; ,. . ... . . ’ - 

Tor- Andthereforeisheidle? , ; :i _ ..tv, . > 

Glo. Ohmy.fakeCQu(etijImuftfiotfity (b..:! nuDv 
Tor, Then lie is more beholding to youthen I. • d 

Glo. He may command me as my foueraigne, 
Butyouhauepowerinroeaisin aldnfmai*. :: thnA 
Tor. I pray you Vnckle giue methis dagger. 

Glo. My dagger ldeCoufeU)Vy»hall my heart, m 
Pri. A hegger brother/ ■ ' ■ ' ' ' . \ 

Tor. Of my kinde Vnckle that Ilcnow will giue, 

And being but a toy, which is no greefe togiue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that,lle. giue my Cofcn* 

Tor, A greater gift:,0 thatstbc fword-to it. : . ' 

Glo. I gentle Cofen, vv ete, it light enough. 

Tor.O thfi I fee ypu wil part but with light gifts, 

In weightier things youle fey a begger nay'. 

Glo. Itismowaightieiot your grace to, WCarc. ; 

Tor, I weigh it lightly, were it heauie.r.jr: , - o I 

Glo. Wlm would youbaue my weapon litle Lord/ 

Tor, I would that lmight.thanke you as you c&U me. 

^/«. How ?T or. Litlc. 

Pri. My Lo: of yds 

Vnckle your grace knowcs how to fcea^c; vyith)up. ;i 5 <■ 
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